Age 4*]                 Hell Loose in Badajoz                   [1812

In a litde time [says Surgeon McGrigor] the whole of the soldiers
appeared to be in a state of mad drunkenness. In every street and in
every comer we met them forcing their way like furies into houses, firing
through the keyholes of the doors so as to force the locks, or at any
person they saw at a window imploring mercy. In passing some houses
which they had entered we heard the shrieks of females . . .

In one street I met General Phillippon, the governor, with his two
daughters, holding each other by the hand ; all three with their hair
dishevelled, and with them were two British officers, each holding one
of the ladies by the arm, and with their drawn swords making thrusts
occasionally at soldiers who attempted to drag the ladies away . . .

I am glad to say [continues McGrigor] that these two British officers
succeeded in conveying the governor and his daughters safely through
the breach to the camp.1

Shameless rapacity, brutal intemperance, savage lust, cruelty and
murder, shrieks and piteous lamentations, groans, shouts, imprecations,
the hissing of fires bursting from the houses, the crashing of doors and
windows, and the reports of muskets used in violence, resounded for
two days and nights in the streets of Badajos ! On the third, when the
city was sacked, when the soldiers were exhausted by their own excesses,
the tumult rather subsided than was quelled. . . .2

On the third day, too, Lord Wellington, unable to stand
it any longer, ordered the Provost Marshal into the town,
and a gallows was erected in the Square, the sight of which
subdued the last flickerings of the debauchers' ardour*

But as a lovely flower may grow in a noisome swamp, so
from the bestial horror of Badajoz grew the love-story of
Harry and Juanita Smith, which runs like a golden thread of
beauty through the latter half of the Peninsular Campaign.

It began on the day following the storm of Badajoz, and
happened thus :

I was conversing with a friend the day after, at the door of his tent
[says Johnny Kincaid *], when we observed two ladies coming from
the city, who made directly towards us ; they seemed both young, and

1 McGrigor, pp. 2j5> 236.                * Napier, Vol. IV \ p.
* Sir John Kincaid, 1787^-1862.   Then a lieutenant in the 95th, which
formed part of the famous Light Division.   Author of Random t
of u Rifleman and Adventures in the Rifle Brigade.
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